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For all earth's width of waters is a span,
And their convulsed existence mere repose.
Matched with the unstable heart of man,
Shoreless in wants, mist-girt In all It knows,
Open to every wind of sect or clan,
And sudden-passionate in ebbs and flows.
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They steered by stars the elder shipmen knew,

And laid their courses where the currents draw

Of ancient wisdom channelled deep in law,

The undaunted few

Who changed the Old World for the New,

And more devoutly prized

Than all perfection theorized

The more imperfect that had roots and grew,

They founded deep and well,

Those danger-chosen chiefs of men

Who still believed in Heaven and Hell,

Nor hoped to find a spell,

In some fine flourish of a pen,

To make a better man

Than long-considering Nature will or can,

Secure against his own mistakes,

Content with what life gives or takes,

And acting still on some fore-ordered plan,

A cog of iron in an iron wheel,

Too nicely poised to think or feel,

Dumb motor in a clock-like commonweal

They wasted not their brain in schemes

Of what man might be in some bubble-sphere,

As if he must be other than he seems